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He heard her voice, saw the space beside Marlowe
and) frowning, sat down, stared in front of him, his
hands on his knees.

At last, after a very long time, he looked, past
Marlowe, at Penny. She smiled and he smiled.
Then he turned and stared, frowning once again,
into the choir.

The service had,-from time unremembered, been
in this wise: first some prayers, then a carol, then
after every successive carol the reading of a lesson*
The first lesson xvas read by a choir-boy, and so up
the ecclesiastical scale until the last of all was read
by the Bishop,

The quiet penetrating voice of the Precentor
floated through the Cathedra!. Once Penny turned
her head and saw that the nave wan completely filled,
Beyond her own personal happiness she felt the
happiness of that world within a world. Young
though she was, she knew that the feeling of joy
came from something besides the personal actual lives
of this crowd of human beings.

* What is it?' she thought. * I feel as though
this would never end, I want it never to end. And
1 feel as though it had always been. They have been
singing like this through an time/

For the first carol came to them from the candle-
lit choir as though it had no earthly origin*

A boy (young Guy Klitch it was) sang the first
verse alone:

Awake, gkd heart! get up, and sing!
It is the Birtli-day of the King*
Awake! Awake!
The Sun doth shake
Light from his locks, and, atl the way
Breathing perfumes, doth spice the dty*